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say. And he proceeds to bring out with cruel fidelity 
every physical blemish he can find in the person of the 
sitter. His savage portrait of Mr. William H. Van- 
derbilt, which hangs in that gentleman's gallery, is an 
example of this. Personal vanity is not a foible of the' 
railway king. Perhaps, indeed, he, like Oliver Crom- 
well, refused to pay for his picture unless every mole 
and wrinkle of his face was reproduced on the canvas. 
But with the fair sex it is different, and Mrs. Mackay, 
naturally, is no exception to the rule. 

* 
However averse Meissonier may be to painting the 
portraits of American billionaires and their families, 
he has no insuperable objection to their buying the 
paintings for which he has himself selected the sub- 
jects. It is said, for instance, that he is quite willing 
that Mr. Vanderbilt should become the owner of the 
picture, above referred to, of the meeting of Bayard 
and Francis I. The fact is that Mr! Vanderbilt did 
express a desire to have what he called an " impor- 
tant" picture by the master, and the master showed 
him the sketch of a work in which there were several 
corpses hung up by their heels. Mr. Vanderbilt re- 
fused to look at such a subject. Perhaps the Chevalier 
Bayard will please him better. But in any case, my 
Paris correspondent says.he has not given Meissonier 

a direct commission. 

* * 
* 

When one hears of Meissonier being at work on a 

big canvas he thinks of the amusing caricature that 

the boys in the Latin Quarter are said to have got out 

when Meissonier was charged with executing some 

cartoons for the Pantheon — an order which he wisely 

failed to carry out. The student boys drew a picture 

of him perched on an enormous ladder and painting 

a fry on an immense white wall. 

* ~ * 

In connection with the wholesale falsification of 
pictures concerning which a Paris correspondent of this 
journal has before been quoted, there comes now this 
interesting story : In November M. Karl Daubigny 
caused the prohibition by order of the procurator of 
the Republic of a sale of pictures that was to have 
taken place at the H6tel Drouot that afternoon, on 
the ground that among the pictures offered for sale 
there were several on which the signature of his il- 
lustrious father, Charles Francois Daubigny, had been 
counterfeited. M. Gamier, the dealer who had or- 
ganized the sale, at once wrote to the papers to say 
that it was the intention of the expert not to guaran- 
tee any of the pictures in the sale which included pict- 
ures attributed to Corot, Rousseau, Vollon, Diaz, 
Ch. Jacque, etc. Furthermore, M. Gamier adds that 
inhis own opinion not one of the pictures attributed 
to Daubigny was indisputable. M. Karl Daubigny 
had declared them to be all false except one. M. 
Gamier further cites a picture of Herpin which a cer- 
tain Queenkia, picture dealer in the Rue Frochot, had 
retouched by M. Henri Perret and to which M. Karl 
. Daubigny less than six months ago affixed his guaran- 
tee, and* so a Herpin was transformed into a Dau- 
bigny. It is needless to remark the cynicism of M. 
Garnier's letter and the utter futility of his reserves 
about the word attributed. 

* * 
* 

However, M. Karl Daubigny has instituted an ac- 
tion for damages against the forgers of his father's 
signature, and so we shall have a complement to the 
Corot-Trouillebert case which is to come on shortly, 
unless some means are found to hush the matter 
up. My correspondent adds that excellent as is the 
cause pleaded by M. Karl Daubigny, the position 
of the pleader himself is not invulnerable; that 
"after his father's death M. Karl Daubigny, aided by 
two or three other artists, among whom was M- 
Henri Perret above mentioned, passed several months 
in his father's studio, working steadily at finishing 
up, arranging, and signing all the sketches and studies 
that Charles Francois Daubigny had left about. M; 
Karl Daubigny will therefore be bringing an action 
against himself to a very large extent." According to 
the present state of the French legislation he can only 
avail himself of a law of 1824 on the usurpation of 

manufacturers' names. 

* * 
* 

Something of the kind, I remember, occurred in 

London some years ago in which even this remedy 

was denied to an aggrieved artist. It was in the case 



of J. R. Herbert, R.A., who refused to surrender a 
picture left with him by certain dealers for verifica- 
tion. It bore what appeared to be his signature, but 
was so badly painted that he declined to return it un- 
less the dealers would erase his name. This they 
would not do and brought suit to compel the surren- 
der of the work. Sir F. Leighton and several other 
Academicians of high repute concurred in testifying 
that the picture was " a spurious daub, utterly worth- 
less, and a palpable forgery." Nevertheless the 
plaintiffs obtained a verdict, and the indignant artist 
was obliged to return the picture, and pay one shil- 
ling damages and the costs. Montezuma. 

The Decorator and Furnisher, a trade paper in this 
city, has made a proper apology for its wrongful use 
of one of our illustrations, and has paid the costs of 
the suit against it. The action begun by The Art 
Amateur has accordingly been withdrawn. 
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Hamlet. — Good, my lord, will you see the players well bestowed ? 
Polenius. — My lord, I will use them according to their desert. 

Hamlet. 

The change for the better in theatrical affairs, which 
I had the pleasure of recording, last month, has since 
continued. Instead of half a dozen failures, as in 
January, we have now to rejoice over half a dozen 
successes. There is what is called in the picturesque 
slang of the day " a boom" in amusemeuts. • 

Mrs. Langtry had the honor of being the good fairy 
of the profession. Her splendid engagement, at the 
Fifth Avenue, marked the turning of the tide. 
Whether attracted by their curiosity or her costumes, 
the public overcrowded the theatre. Since then she 
has played an equally successful engagement at 
Niblo's Garden, in the same piece — a readaptation of 
Sardou's " Nos Intimes." She carries a. good com- 
pany and a showy scene around with her, and tours 
from one New York theatre to another as if the differ- 
ent wards of the metropolis were separate provincial 
towns. 

Before her, at Niblo's, the latest young tragedian, 
T. W. Keene, appeared for the first time in New York 
as a star, and acted in "Richard the Third" for a 
whole week. I say acted in "Richard the Third" 
advisedly. You know that there is a distinction be- 
tween playing the piano and playing upon the piano. 

Although Mr. Keene is a young tragedian he is not 
a young man. I remember him, fifteen years ago,, as 
the leading actor at Wood's Museum. He was then 
a sturdy, vigorous, noisy performer of what used to be 
called the Bowery school. From Wood's he went to 
California, where the people seem to like that style of 
acting. From California he has returned to us as 
a tragic star, like McCullough and Barrett. 

Mr. Keene has had the good fortune to be abused. 
The elder Bennett made money by describing in his 
paper the cowardly attempts to horsewhip him. In 
the same way Mr. Keene has attracted attention by 
being attacked. Lawrence Barrett refused to act with 
him at the Cincinnati Festival, and the public began 
to ask, " Who is this Keene ?" The Tribune, which 
has been for years the organ of Edwin Booth in trag- 
edy, vehemently assailed Mr. Keene, as it used to as- 
sail Edwin Forrest, and the public said, " Let us see 
this young tragedian who is as bad as Forrest." 

The consequence was that Mr. Keene drew excel- 
lent audiences for his " Richard the Third," and, be- 
ing far better than his detractors had represented, the 
audiences were surprised into applauding him enthu- 
siastically. 

I. went to see Mr. Keene because I could not under- 
stand how so vile an actor as The Tribune declared 
him to be could possibly presume to remain upon the 
stage. I found him to be, an actor of talent, but not 
of genius, with some original ideas about the make-up 
of Richard, and with power enough to rant in the 
ranting speeches and so rouse the gallery. He had a 
bad company, of course ; but it was not nearly as bad 
as Booth's company. Indeed, he reminded me very 
much of the Edwin Booth of twenty years ago, and 
hence, I suspect, comes the hostility of The Tribune 
toward him. 

There always is a young tragedian in the profes- 
sion, who bears the same relation to the reigning 



favorite that the heir apparent does to the king. The 
younger is reasonably sure to succeed the elder ; but 
meanwhile their respective adherents hate each other 
unreasonably and deny to each other-all the virtues. 

Thus John McCullough imitated and succeeded 
Edwin Forrest. Thus T. W. Keene imitates and will 
succeed Edwin Booth. It is merely a question of 
time. In abusing Mr. Keene The Tribune gnaws a 
file, and if it would gnaw its own file of old papers ft 
would discover that it has recently praised McCullough 
for precisely the same qualities for which it formerly 
denounced Forrest. 

.- But do I, then, expect consistency in dramatic criti- 
cism ? Not at all. An old profane addition to the 
beatitudes says : " Blessed are they who: expect noth- 
ing ; for they shall not be disappointed." 

* * 
* 

A new comedy, by Prof. Boyesen, of Columbia Col- 

ege, called " Alpine Roses," has followed "Delmer's 
Daughters" at the Madison Square Theatre. It is 
milk and watery, and the critics laugh at it ; but; as 
the management is pleased with it and advertises its 
success, we shall probably see " Alpine Roses" for 
the rest of the year, and " Alpine Roses" companies 
will be organized to delight the provincials. 

The motif of Prof. Boyesen's play is the inability of 
a young Prussian officer to make up his mind which 
of two sisters he wants to marry. The two sisters are 
the " Alpine Roses." They are dairymaids on the 
Alps. They have a mother who talks cockney slang 
and says, " I have never left my native mountains, 
stranger, and don't you forget it" — or words to this 
effect. One of the sisters is engaged to marry a 
chamois hunter, wh,o becomes jealous of the Prussian 
officer and is repeatedly arrested by Bismarck's myr- 
midons. 

Now, the Prussian officer also has a mother, who is 
too aristocratic to permit him to marry a dairymaid. 
She visits the sisters and extorts from one of them a 
written -pledge never to marry the Prussian officer. 
But the mother has interviewed the wrong sister. 
The dairymaid who signs the pledge is not the one to 
whom the Prussian has proposed. 

When the hunter is about to be shot as a deserter, 
the Prussian officer obtains his pardon and transfers " 
what he is pleased to term his affections to the other 
sister, who has promised never to marry him. After 
this sort of mild mystification has gone on long 
enough, an explanation clears up all doubts and the 
characters pair off and end the play as everybody has 
seen from the beginning that it must end. 

Although there seems to be not the slightest resem- 
blance between the stories of the two plays, yet 
'" Alpine Roses" constantly reminds the audience of 
"Caste" in its characters, incidents and situations. 
But " Caste" is a fine dramatic work, while " Alpine 
Roses" is the first effort of an amateur dramatist. 
Prof. Boyesen has simply written one of his pleasant 
tales in acts, instead of chapters. I think, however, 
that, with practice, he will develop into a playwright. 

Georgia Cayvan, the intense, and Marie Burroughs, 
the lovely, are the sisters of the play. George Clarke 
is the hunter. Mrs. Whiffen is the cockney mother. 
Richard Mansfield is the Prussian officer, and acts the 
lover so badly that the great reputation which he won 
in "A Parisian Romance" is almost irretrievably 

shattered. 

* * 

* 

A very much more important play, in every re- 
spect, is " Separation," by Bartley Campbell, success- 
fully produced at the Union Square. It has long been 
evident that, if we are ever to have an" American 
drama, Mr. Campbell is selected by fate as one of the 
dramatists, and his last play justifies the selection. 

" Separation" was written to order, and every 
prominent member of the Union Square company had 
to be fitted with a good part. This must be remem- 
bered in criticising the play, which is not as great as 
it would have been had Mr. Campbell been perfectly 
free to write it as he pleased. Up to the close of the 
third act it is decidedly the best American play ever 
written. There the inspiration of the dramatist ends, 
and the two other acts are merely clever stagecraft. 

A puritanical husband has a young and pretty wife 
with a fine voice and a crying baby. She likes to 
leave the crying baby at home, in charge of a careful 
nurse, and use her voice in amateur opera, for the 
benefit of fashionable charities. 

In the first act, which is really a prologue, the hus- 
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band positively forbids his wife to sing in "Don 
Giovanni," at the Academy. She leaves the house, 
resolved to disobey him. He takes away the baby 
and the nurse and leaves his wife a letter declaring 
that they are separated forever. She changes her 
mind and returns home, but it is too late ; husband 
and child are lost to her. 

Now, in real life, the husband would read, in the 
next morning's papers, that the amateur opera at the 
Academy had been postponed because his wife had 
obeyed him and declined to sing. The wife would 
have employed a detective to track her husband and 
the baby. But, had either of these ordinary incidents 
been allowed to occur, Bartley Campbell could not 
have continued his play. 

Consequently, in the second act, we find that fifteen 
years have elapsed without an explanation. The wife 
has become a great prima donna, and is the heroine 
of the customary operatic scandals. The baby has 
grown to be a nice young lady, educated by her father 
to abhor all professionals. The characters meet acci- 
dentally at a Trouville hotel. 

At first the mother does not recognize her child ; 
but when she learns that her husband is at the hotel 
she .longs to reveal herself to her daughter. This 
brings about the powerful situation at the close of the 
third act, which makes the success of the play, and is, 
indeed, worthy of any dramatist. 

The husband and wife are face to face. The wife 
insists upon seeing her child. The husband refuses 
to' permit this. The wife persists. " Very well, 
then," says the husband, in an outburst of passion, 
" you profess to love your daughter, who believes you 
to be dead and is happy without you. Reveal to her 
that you, the famous prima donna, about whom she 
has heard so many scandals, are her mother, and then 
revel in the unhappiness you have caused her. Here 
she is ! My child, this lady wishes to speak to you." 

The daughter, innocently curious, approaches her 
mother. The mother, stunned by her husband's cruel 
truths, dares not claim her child. "It is all a mis- 
take," she falters, and falls fainting to the stage. 

Logically, the daughter should now demand an ex- 
planation ; assert that she must go with her mother, 
who needs her most, and thus force a reconciliation 
between the separated pair. But Mr. Campbell could 
not afford to be logical. He had to lengthen his play 
so as to provide parts for Maud- Harrison, Gabrielle 
Du Sauld, and Mrs. Phillips, Mr. Stoddard, Joseph 
Whiting, and Felix Morris. He gives them many 
funny lines and some risky speeches ; but the inevit- 
able denouement is postponed until the audience are 
wearied, and when it comes, at last, it falls flat. 

However, the third act will make " Separation" a 
popular play for many months. It is admirably acted 
by the ladies and gentlemen whom I. have, named, by 
Eleanor Carey as the wife, by Charles Cdghlan as the 
husband, and, especially, by Effie Ellsler.as the daughr 
ter. The scenery is not new ; but it has the AmerU 
can fault of being too handsome for the localities ,rep> 
resented. - 

* 

" Deception," the ; mistletoe play.'.foundm'anold 
chest at Wallack's, was not worth taking out -of the 
chest. It was evidently the work of an amateur, 
touched up by an-old dramatist. It has already, been 
put back into the old chest and succeeded by. Robert 
Buchanan's new play, "Lady Clare," a weak drama- 
tization of Ohnet' s.French :novel,. " Le Maitre des 
Forges." 

During St., Valentine's :week the public curiosity 
was divided between. the. Gilbert. and Sullivan annual, 
"The Princess Ida," at the Fifth Avenue, and 
Modjeska's rentree in. a new play, by Maurice Barry- 
more, at the Star. 

Gilbert and Sullivan sent: us an old valentine with 
the date changed. "The Princess Ida" is the bur- 
lesque. of " The Princess," just as I sawit, away back 
in the sixties, at the Olympic Theatre, London. A 
few songs have been added to the libretto— that is all. 
Musicians tell me that Sir Arthur Sullivan's music is 
equally reminiscent. However that may be, it is cer- 
tainly very charming, and would save even a duller 
libretto from failure. 

The critics complain that the school-girls in " The 
Princess Ida" are grouped like the aesthetic ladies in 
" Patience ;" that, the three princes dance about like 
the three dragoons, and so on. Very likely. " The 
Princess" was produced long before the " Pinafore" 



operas. Gilbert was then feeling his way toward his 
subsequent successes. One might as well complain 
that a branch of a tree is like the parent stem, or a 
copy like the original. 

Everybody knows " The Princess" of Lord Tenny- 
son, and "The Princess Ida" is a respectful per- 
vSrsion of the poem. It is written in blank verse, 
which is a mistake, because the singing actors can- 
not declaim blank verse. It satirizes the over-educa- 
tion of women, which is another mistake, because 
Vassar College has proven that women cannot be 
over-educated. When the curriculum reaches a cer- 
tain point, they revolt and giye moonlight picnics on 
the Hudson. 

There are two ways of considering "The Princess 
Ida." Compared with the later works of the same 
authors, it is dull and uninteresting ; but compared 
with the works of anybody else,, in the same line, it is 
delightful, and will be thoroughly enjoyed by refined 
and intelligent people. 

If I had never heard " Patience," for example, I had 
rather hear it now than " The Princess Ida ;" but, on 
the other hand, I had rather hear one performance of 
" The Princess Ida" than a hundred of " Orpheus 
and Eurydice," or " The Merry War." It has more 
brains in it and more music. 

• The grumblers declare that the public are getting, 
tired of the repetitions Of. the : Gilbert and Sullivan 
topsyturveyism. Very true ; " Iolanthe" was not as 
successful as its predecessors, and ' ' The Princess 
Ida" will not be as successful, outside of Boston, as 
" Iolanthe." But will somebody kindly oblige us with 
anything better? I don't know where to find it, at 
present. 

The hew opera _ is very prettily placed upon the 
stage ; but the company, with the exception of J. H. 
Ryley and Signor Brocolini, are too weak for the 
parts. With a stronger cast "The Princess: Ida" 

will have its vogue. 

.* * 
* . . - . 

" Nadjezda," the new play written to display the 
various artistic powers of Madame Modjeska, accom- 
plishes its purpose. She more than justifies her high 
reputation in it. She exhibits all the resources of a 
great actress, as polished as Bernhardt, as intense as 
Salvini. 

But this purpose is accomplished at a fearful sacri- 
fice Osgood taste, and even of modesty. No play 
could possibly be more unpleasant. Some scenes of 
it are positively revolting. 

In the first act a bleeding wound is dressed upon 
the stage. Modjeska enters, in an agony of shame, 
having been betrayed by the Russian villain. The 
corpse of her murdered husband is brought on. She 
goes' mad over it ; devotes her daughter toa - life : of 
vengeance, and poisons herself. :..:..... 

Surfeited with horrors, the audience are called' upon 
to listeni in the next act; to an open proposal of- in- 
famy from • the villain to the daughter of the woman 
whom he has betrayed. They hear her urged to ac- 
cept the proposal in order to carry out her plans of 
vengeance.- They see the old villain knocked down 
by the hero,- whom they know to be his son. 
'• In the third act a cowardly assassination is'- deli-b^ 
erately planned; To avert it, Modjeska, as a young 
girl, assumes the arts and the intoxication of a bac- 
chante. She does it wonderfully ; but ladies leave the 
theatre during the performance. 

The play ends with more horrors. Modjeska stabs 
the villain on the stage.; conceals his body, behind a 
sofa ; discovers that she has killed the. father of her 
lover, and poisons herself, as her mother did in the 
prologue, reproducing even the insane laughter which 
preceded the death shriek. 

All this may be art ; but it is the kind of art which 
should never be shown upon the stage before a mixed 
audience. It is a thousand times more corrupt than 
"Camille." The only- redeeming point of it is that 
it is too shocking to become popular. 

Modjeska is a great favorite with the ladies and 
should consider them in selecting her plays, as she 
does in inventing her costumes. A fortnight of 
"Nadjezda" would frighten them all away from her. 
She makes the horrors of the play so real that they 

are intolerable. 

* * ■ 
* 

John T. Raymond's new character, in " For Con- 
gress," has verified my favorable opinion of it by 
becoming so popular that he has returned to the 



Fourteenth Street Theatre to resume the run which 
Emmet's engagement interrupted. 



Stephen Fiske, 



THE EXHIBITION OF THE NEW YORK ETCH. 
INC CLUB. 



It is becoming very evident that we are to have an 
American school of etching, if of no other art. Of 
the many artists of more or less note who some years 
ago took up etching as an amusement or as a relaxa- 
tion from " more serious" work, several are begin- 
ning to put forth their best efforts in this direction, 
while the others are being gradually crowded out by 
hosts of new competitors. There is no safe haven of 
rest for the incompetent. The pretentious people 
who condescend to dally with forms of art as yet but 
little understood here, in the hope that their deficien-' 
cies will not be discovered, are being driven from 
post to pillar at a great rate by men who think it 
worth their while to make a serious study of these 
lesser arts, decorative or other, and who do not give 
themselves half the airs which were put on by their ^ 
forerunners. Already we can point to three or four 
who make etching a specialty, as it should, always be. 
Messrs. Parrish and Piatt and Mrs. Moran do much 
better in etching than they do in any other way. 
And, although they are none too severe, they would - 
be the last to describe their work as mere amuse- 
ment. Nor do they feel painfully the limitations of 
their aft, knowing that, in one way, there is an. end- 
less road for them to traverse and that even among 
living etchers there are those who are very faf ahead 
of them. If is this very narrowness of view that 
makes etching so fascinating an art to those who are 
really called to practise it. The end is straight before 
you. There is no turning to the right nor to the left 
without evident loss, as in the case of these imitative 
or interpretative etchings which have become so com- 
mon of late years. But as the way is a long and a 
hard one, however strictly you keep to it, the reward 
of success, from an artistic point of view, is propor- 
tionately great. There is no other method than 
etching by which an artist can so readily and so com- 
pletely express his ideas or his feelings. 

Mr. Piatt has six etchings in the present exhibition, 
all of architectural or aquatic subjects, and all, we 
are sorry to say, of foreign subjects. They are dis- 
tinguished by a considerable command of -chia- 
roscuro, by firmness of line and much- ingenuity of 
handling. The best is the " Canal Boats on the 
Thames," with a foreground of low-lying irieadow 
land and a group of black boats moored in calm, 
shining water. " 

Joseph Pennell, of Philadelphia, Is represented by 
no less than ten numbers, showing scenes in 'Venice 
and in Florence. Most of the latter have been etched 
for the Century Company, and, of the former, two in- 
teresting works, " A Venetian Telegraph Office"' and 
" A Venetian Water Gate," photogravures taken up 
and finished with the needle, were done for The Lon- 
don Portfolio. " The Ponte Vecchio,"- with its quaint 
old buildings massed against a cleverly treated archi- 
tectural background, is the most pleasing of the Flor- 
ence series.- -■'■.-• 

Stephen Parrish's " Trenton in Winter" is illus- 
trated in the catalogue in a way which does not do it 
justice, owing to -the small size of the illustration. 
We would suggest to the committee that if they can- 
not afford to give full-size and meritorious etchings in 
their catalogue they should not use any. Actinic re- 
productions would be much better than the plates 
which they have inserted as souvenirs of the exhibi- • 
tioh. Mr. Parrish's case is not the worst. So bad 
are some of the other illustrations that one would form 
a very ill opinion of the exhibition if he were to take 
them as in any sense representing it. 

Samuel Colman is foremost among the etchers of 
still-life with his "Japanese Inro and Netsukes" and 
his "Japanese Incense Burner." Mr. Dielman's . 
"Mora Players" is the best bit of figure work. 
American landscape has employed George H. Smil- 
lie, Miss Edith Loring Pierce, Mrs. Mary Nimmo 
Moran, J. C. Nicoll, John H. Millspaugh, and R. 
Swain Gifford. There are many works by foreign 
etchers, English and French, dead and alive. 
Corot's charming morning glimpse of Rome 
between two of his peculiar clumps of trees, and 
Bracquemond's study of an " Old Cock" are perhaps 
the finest examples in this part of the exhibition. 



